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“Elevate your 
mind and free 
your soul” 


The works published in this 
magazine were selected from over 
100 entries as part of the 
Ex Umbra Literary Contest. 


The works for this magazine 

were submitted and judged 

for their originality, subject 
matter, and art form. 


DIO IRON Sigur 
AND KIND 


Ei Git @iaees 
Note 


Ex Umbra serves as a vehicle for 
up and coming artists to publish 
their work and perhaps to launch 
writing careers. This magazine pro- 
motes creativity, culture and con- 
veys our brothers’ and sisters’ inner- 
most thoughts. It allows feedback 
for writers, exposure and apprecia- 


tion for artists, and for the Ex Um- 


bra reader it offers a diverse selec- — 
tion of perspectives and enjoyable reading. As well as inspiration for the African- 
American artist. 

The future holds promise, but more importantly, it holds a chance for African- 
Americans to achieve self-reliance and unity and the challenge to compete eco- 
nomically on an international level. 

A revolution of thought is needed. It is time to balance the tomfoolery with pro- 
ductive activity. 

The poorly educated, oppressed, and younger generations need leaders. 

In each of us reside potential solutions to the problems we face today. I would 
like to thank all the participants in the Ex Umbra literary contest for their effort 


and willingness to get involved. 


Edward J. Harris, Jr. 
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Daddy. 


Born into the world, 
just another black child 
Parents only babies themselves. 
Raised in the city, 
living on welfare. 

Daddy somewhere making more babies, 
mommy don’t even care. 
Mommy, like Daddy, 
done quit going to school. 
bad enough they stupid, 
now I gotta grow up being somebody’s little fool. 
Mommy and Daddy got married, 
just the other day 
Daddy say I do, 

Mommy say okay. 

We live in our small house, just us, 
and our thousand little crawling friends. 
No place for a child to be, 
cause the house always full of sin. 
Daddy hit mommy, 
then mommy Start to cry. 

Make me so mad sometimes, 

I just wish Daddy die. 

Funny thing happen, 
cause just the other day, 

Daddy dropped dead. 

Seems somebody decided to put a bullet, 
in my poor little daddy’s head. 
Now Mommy gotta take care of me, 
all by herself. 

Cause daddy done passed away, 
just gone off and left. 

But I don’t feel too bad, 
bout my daddy taking a dive 
cause now I got myself a whole lotta daddies, 
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if you count them it be five. 
One of my new daddies name George, 
use to owe my Daddy lotta money. 
Everytime he come over, 
he justta grinning at mommy like something funny. 
My other daddy name Lenny, 
best man when my daddy was wed. 
Funny thing is whenever he comes over 
she always sending me to bed. 
My other three daddies I really don’t know too well, 
two of them stink real bad, 
and the other one always talking about getting some tail. 
I never thought about 
what happens behind that closed door, 
until I heard some fat lady call my mommy a lazy whore. 
They told me that I would have to 
someday learn 
that she was like a doorknob, 
everybody got their turn. 
Because of them, 
growing up was a Strain. 
I began to do things 
to women who did the things she did. 
Especially the ones 
who wee mothers of some confused little kid. 
Robbery, rape, I somehow did it all 
on my way to prison, I surely had a ball. 
Ten years I spent there fighting for my life. 

So afraid at times, I had to sleep with a knife. 
And when I was released, like Daddy whose life I led, 
I was struck down one calm summer night, 
by a gun shot to the head. 


-Donald McLeod 


2nd 
Place 


I Will Always Be Here 


I want to know what’s wrong with me 
I’m ugly and worthless by the standards of this society 
Yes, I am strong, 
but I too need the protection of my black man 
I can take care of myself, but for only so long, alone can I stand 
I’m always portrayed so out of context 
The whore, the slut, what the hell is next? 
My counterpart is so loved and adored 
Ha, but me, I’m just dismissed and ignored 
Sure, some of my counterparts truly are beautiful, that’s nothing 
new 
But let’s give credit where credit is due! 
I range from high yellow to pitch black 
Some qualities I possess, and some I lack 
So black man, I want to undertand why aren't I the apple of your 
eye? 
When I see you with her you just don’t know the pain I feel 
It only makes all of my insecurities more real 
Partner in life, you’ve got to hurry and come home 
For what you think is solid gold, 
may be hollow chrome 
My utopia is for us to be together, in love and in peace forever and 
ever 
Black man, love me dear... for only I will always be here. 


Glenda Robinson 


HONORABLE MENTIONS 


Boom Box 


|. (for shari) 


black boy witta RAP a serious thang 
can count to a thousand 

can spell your name backwards! 

fo you even out 

YO! eyes on him 

sister 


II. 
Black girl witta mind a serious phine 
can twis her neck 
pop her lip put her hand on her hip 
make her back bone flip 
@ tell you in a kickin’ minute 


HOME BOYEE! 


when you gon come to the realization 
that her brown Hands_ rock 

the very first cradle of civilization? 
she b blowin 

lullabies 

like nights 

in YOUR face ... 


Thomas | 
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R eality 


Perfect little lives 
Perfect little homes 
Perfect little lies 

Perfect little stones.... 


To throw at the underclass. 
Dawn Formey 


Mr. Ignorance 


Some men dig themselves 


into a hole. 
destroying 
other men’s lives, 
dreams 
and goals. 


Poisoning the wishes granted by the well 
living their lives looking forward 
to hell. 
And I, 
I try to tell the young ones to stay 
far away. 
Yet knowing he’ll lure them back another day. 


And as mighty as the whales, 


that crush the tiny fishes, 


He’ ll destroy their lives, 


their dreams, 
their wishes. 


Donald McLeod 
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Freedom 


You want it, you can’t have it. 

Why? 

You gave up your freedom; when you became a rock star for 
whatever reason. 


Disappointed in your living conditions 
Angry with the world 
Frustrated with life 


You have to adapt, learn to live 
You gave up your freedom 


You gave up your freedom 


Now you belong to Juvenile Detention 

No longer free to “pee” 

No longer free to be 

What you should have been searching for was a hell of a lot more 


No need to cry now 
No need to call mommie and daddie 


You wanted to be a’ Rock Star” 
What happened? 


What’s happening to the young people? 
The world is not going to bend for you 
You’re no longer living; you’re dead dead dead.. 


It’s 1989, when you pull your time it will be 2009 
The world will have changed 

You will have changed 

Nothing's going to wait for you 

You see the world is not yours 


You were not born to spend time in jail 


I’m sorry, you fail. 
Alice Edwards 
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The poetry judges: 


G. Bumawu Fiawoo was born on the eastern shores 
of Ghana, West Africa, October 29, 1929. 

He studied in Togo, Ghana, Scotland and the 
United States. He published many poems while still 
a Student at Johnson C. Smith University, Charlotte, 
North Carolina. He also studied at North Carolina 
Central University at Durham, North Carolina, and 
Southeastern Baptist Theological Seminary, Wake 
Forest, North Carolina. 

He is in the Department of English at North 
Carolina Central University in Durham where he 
teaches African and Afro-American Literature, and 
Philosophy and Literature. 

He is also an ordained minister and the pastor 
of the Panthersford United Presbyterian Church, 
Red Springs, North Carolina. His hobbies include 
fishing and tennis. 


Mark Perry is a freelance writer and graduate of 
NCCU residing in Durham. Nominated to Who's 
Who of American Colleges and Universities. He 

also serve as contest judge for the Institutes for 

Southern Studies’ annual Southern Journalism 
Awards in 1988 and 1989. 


Essay Judges: 


Larry Nessly grew up in the far west went to 

Reed College and received his Ph.D, in Linguistics 
from the University of Michigan in 1974. In the 
Trangle Area he has taught at UNC and at Shaw 
University. He has two sons, 10 and 13, lives in 
Cary and is active in soccer and the Boys Scouts. 


Kip Branchis the co-author and principal editor of 
Arthur Ashes’ A Hard Road To Glory . Professor 
Branch graduated Columbia University’s School 
of Journalism and is a former editor of the McGraw 
Hill. Prior to his move to Durham, Branch edited 
Viewfinders, a book of photographs by Jeanne 
Ashe and taught journalism at Wilson College in 
Chamberburg, Penn. Now Branch is an assistant 
professor in the NCCU English Department’ s media- 
journalism program. In addition to his work as a 
journalist, Branch has also writtena novel, Gnaw- 
ing At My Soul, and is at work on another. 
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Black-On-Black Crime In Washington, D.C. 


The year is 1989-- a year of triumph, change, happiness, sadness, heart break, 
deterioration, and self-destruction. The Black race is struggling, grasping for straws 
in an effort to unify the race as a whole. We have come a long way since slavery bul 
achieved so little. Our ancestors paved the way for us to better ourselves socially, 
mentally, intellectually, and educationally. The struggle was long and hard; however, 
today it seems that the pain, suffering, and anguish is not appreciated, Instead of 
combining to make more changes, we’re dividing, getting more diverse, and falling 
like dominoes. 

Today many of our young and naive black youth have the wrong impression 
of life. They believe that making quick moncy, riding in fancy cars, getting all of the 
latest fashions in designer clothes, and having neat, clean, and exciting hair styles is 
the only way to go. They forget about the importance of education and setting goals 
which will allow for a prosperous future. This is all a myth and soon they will 
encounter the reality of life. 

These illusions of the “good life,” as the youth put it, pose a scrious problem. 
They let ignorance control and ruin their lives. They get so caught up in the mishaps 
of socicty until they forget that they actually have a purpose in life. They live the 
stercotype that white socicty has bestowed upon them--dumb, ignorant, always 
looking for attention, having no future or goals in life. They must Icarn to make a 
stand, move towards the positive and Icave all of the negative behind. 

The “Chocolate City,” Washington, D.C., is stereotyped as being the home 
of black misfits since it is a predominantly black city and has an overwhelming crime 
ratc. As you walk down the strects of D.C., you can feel the hustle and bustle--kids 
jumping rope, winos on the corners, drug pushers in the alleys and in crack houses, 
working people hurriedly walking down the strect looking over their shoulders every 
minute, police cars racing back and forth on the strect reporting to different crime 
areas Or just patrolling, and ambulance sirens ringing out every minute taking a crime 
victim to the hospital or to the morguc. 

The violent acts are no laughing mattcr. On a typical day, you will hear guns 
firing, people screaming, and innocent citizens becoming victims of the horrendous 
effects of Black-on-Black crime. Once two young Black males--Ronald, 17, and 
Berard, 20--both recent high school graduates, were on their way home when all of a 
sudden, out of no where, came three guys. These guys were mercly teenagers them- 
selves, probably between the ages of 16 and 19. Each of them had semi-automatic 
weapons, they immediately approached Ronald and Bernard and began shooting. 
Ronald fell and Bernard pulled him to shelter underneath a mailbox. The boys 
continued to shoot and as soon as they were finished, they ran like Mashes of lightning 
with no intentions of slowing down or stopping until they got to a place where they 
thought would be safe. This all happened around midnight--a time when cars are 
steadily moving and people arc still outside enjoying themselves; after all, it was the 
middle of summer. After the commotion of the gun shots finally came to a halt, 
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people immediately came to the scene to find Ronald stretched out in the middle of the ba 
sidewalk with puddles of blood surrounding his body. Bernard--who was not injured as re] 
badly, having only a few flesh wounds, had run to get help. The street was cluttered 
with people weeping, yet keeping faith and hope that Ronald would make it. How- 
ever, after having been shot eight times--in the head, back, liver, leg, and various other 
parts of the body--Ronald didn’t have much of a chance. He died twelve hours later, 
but Bernard recovered from his injuries within three weeks. This fatal incident hap- 
pened because the three guys who did the shooting were jealous of Ronald because he 
had a job, a car, many material things, and because he was also selling drugs but hadn’t 
gotten caught. 

The nation’s capital--a city divided and a city under siege--has fifty per cent of 
its black male population either behind bars or dead. Blacks are only causing pain and 
suffering among themselves. Everyone claims that to be doing what has to be done in 
order to survive, but it is not necessary to hurt your brothers and sisters while going 
nowhere fast and achieving nothing. 

We must instill good morals in our youth and help them to make something of 
their lives. We must reconstruct the bonds and family ties that the black culture once 
had. If the black race comes together, learns to understand one another, and promotes 
growth within itself, Then we as a people can stand as one. When we build a good 
foundation, we prepare ourselves to go out into society and show what we have accom- 
plished, how far we have come, how much further we will go, and how much we have 
to offer. 


Monica Perry 
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2nd 


Place 
First Kiss 


I was in the eighth grade at West Lee County Junior High School in Sanford, 
North Carolina. Sanford was a very small, yet friendly town. Everybody knew one 
another and everyone always spoke to you when you passed. Even though the at- 
mosphere seemed drab and boring to a young teenager like myself, I can honestly say 
that I always loved the quiet beauty of my home town. 

Summer was my favorite season. The days seemed as long as the chewing of 
a Bit-O-Honey candy bar. They dragged on and on, but finally wound down after 
evening hours. Summer was the time to jam. There were street dances, block 
parties, and pool parties, etc. I remember liking and dancing to all that “hip-hop” 
music. I remember singing songs like ““Roxanne-Roxanne." “Roxanne’s Revenge." 
and “Roxanne Shante.” 
Life was so simple. I was in love with Carlos, who was fifteen at the time. 

He lived two blocks away from me on Vance Street and I could actually see his 
house from mine. Carlos was always my heart. I always thought that he was the 
most perfect thing in my life. We had so much incommon. Both of us were hormo- 
nal disasters, half eaten alive with acne. He meant everything to me. Without him, I 
was like pancakes without syrup; dry and bland. Every day I would wait for him at 
the bus stop. We always tried to be the first ones there so we could share a special 
moment together. In the still, humid mornings we stood at the stop and smiled at 
each other. I’m talking about the kind of smile that lasts forever; a smile so pure and 
sweet that only God could take it away. Oh man, how I loved him! He was so good 
tome. We held hands on the bus. We took long walks together each afternoon, even 
if it was raining. I called him every day and said nothing. After “Hi Baby!" we just 
listened to the silence of the telephone. Wow, what bliss! 

One evening we were taking our daily walk through the neighborhood. We 
were on Dudley Street. To the right were the tall shrubs that surrounded my neigh- 
bor’s house. The shrubs seemed as high as castle walls and you could not see into 
the yard. On the left was Steward Manor Retirement Home. The night lights 
beamed brightly. Carlos stopped walking. Our cyes met in that same wonderful way 
that they always did, and he asked me if he may kiss me. This was the moment that 
I’d been waiting for. I finally had a real romance now! I finally had sweet secrets to 
share with my girlfriends. And I said yes in the same sweet voice that I always used 
when we were together. 

We moved closer together. My head turned to one side and his to the other. 

I puckered up really hard with my eyes closed (only expecting a small peck on the 
lips) and waited. And I waited. All of a sudden, I felt something really slimy and 
warm on my lips so I opened my eyes. He had his tongue on my mouth, so I 
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creamed, and then his tongue went deep into my throat! I literally gagged! Spit was everywhere! Man, 
Z talk about “barfomatic” personified. I pushed him away and ran home. 
There I was, the truly mature, sophisticated, fourteen-year-old ““woman,” running from a kiss. I 
UY, was so embarrassed because I thought that I was ready for a meaningful relationship. If that meant that I 
Yj had to French kiss, then so much for relationships. So I went back to playing ball with the guys instead 
of romancing them. From that point on, Carlos saw me as another stupid girl. You know what? I was 


Yy stupid. 


I’m still stupid because even now, I often try to convince myself that I know everything about love. No 
one does. Love is just one foolish experience after another. Speaking of experience, now I am able to 
say that Carlos was not a very good kisser at all and in these few years, I can also say that kissing is one 
area in which I have improved (slightly). 
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It’s so funny to think of this experience now because I seemed so immature. You know what? 


Cassandra Tysor 


3rd 
Place 


WATERFALL 


Oh how on, occasion, while visiting with my grandmother in 
the mountains, my brothers and I would search for the ever elusive wa- 
terfall. We knew of its existence through stories told to us on chilly 
September nights, by our grandmother, as we sat on the back porch 
gazing in wonder at the stars that filled the heavens. How could we not 
be in awe at the thought of splendor and be ecstatic in the paradise we 
had found on that mountain. 

At the first crack of dawn, we would rush through the overgrown 
fields and over old fences which marked boundaries which had long 
since lost their meanings, until at last we had reached the forest's edge. 
It was there that we stood ,out of breath and chilled by the early morn- 
ing mist, not daring to enter this most holy and sanctified of places with- 
out first paying homage to God and the spirits therein. It was here that 
we relished life, for once we entered the forest's realm , we left the real 
world behind. A flight of fancy , I suppose, or merely a child’s illusions 
becoming reality, but once within the forest's shade, all that we could 
dream could be. Day in and day out we searched for our long-lost 
friend. We would follow brooks up the mountain and through gorges 
until time pressed for our return. We would stop often to rest beside 
these most silent but beautiful of serpents that wound their way around 
the mountain in a never-ceasing maze. Relaxing on beds of leaves, we 
would observe the rays of light that managed to penetrate the ominous 
canape that hung above us, much like big brother, ever watching, ever 
alert, but somehow never judging. 

On one such restful occasion while reclining on my mat of 
leaves, eyes shut to all around and ears open, I heard a sound- a sound 
so subtle, that had a breath crossed my lips I would have been deaf to it, 
and yet it roared with the fury of a lion prancing on its prey. It had not 
the rhythmic flow of the streams nor the rustle of the waves of leaves 
strung above; it was the waterfall. With great joy I rose from my perch 
to pursue the engrossing sound with brothers not far behind. The sound 
became agonizing when I could here the water crashing to the rocks in a 
battle for evermore, but still I could not gaze upon the waterfall. In a 
frenzy I worked my way through the thickly overgrown laurel until the 
final branch had been cleared from my view. 

It was then that I stood before the beast my brothers and I had so 
long searched for. It was no great waterfall, hundreds of feet high with 
water passing over it with such fury that it could itself be swept away. 


BCDB?—KpK)R’'CW 


\ 


\\ 


CW 


Still, it was all we had dreamt it would be. It was beautiful, a simple rock 
jutting from the side of the mountain, black and worn slick with time, al- 
lowing only a trickle from a lazy stream to fall the ten or so feet to con- 
tinue its journey through the mountain passes to places of fantasy thought 
of only in the dreams of a child. 

Though the waterfall itself was not of an overwhelming size, what 
it represented could not be held in the hands of Atlas nor by any means di- 
minished with age. It was a truth, a legend, a bridge between time and 
body. It became a part of us, and with it we observed the world through 
patient eyes. Our dream had been realized, our search was at an end, and 
as my brothers and I left that rarest of gems that day, I knew that we had 
been changed forever but that the waterfall would remain as it always had- 
- simple, eloquent, and beautiful. 


Larry Powell 


Essay Honorable Mention: 


IGNORANCE 


I don’t know who Robert E. Lee is, but I go to his elementary school. I’ve 
been here for two days. I’m a pretty positive guy and all, but I don’t like it yet, 
Alabama. It is as green as all get-out. Sort of like the pictures of Vietnam on TV or 
omething. That’s O.K., Los Angeles had Mexicans and I’m the only eight-year-old 
ourth grader around here. 

Anyhow Jerry said, the lunch line is “Down Yonder." I should tell him that 

if he would use real words, he wouldn’t have to point. Then again, trying to tell 

somebody around here something simple is impossible. That’s why I walk so slowly 

now. See, my shoe soles are all torn off except for in front. No problem really, they 

just smack a little loud when irun. Actually, it’s a cool sound-like when you stick 

a piece of paper in a fan. But not around here. Flap two feet and Lo! I get ten 
numskulls looking at me as if they had never seen tennis-sandals before. 

Well, at least I can eat today. Yesterday, mom had to fill out the welfare 
forms for lunch tickets. They take a day to process. Yesterday definitely sucked. Oh 
well... it was worth the wait. I like the way this lunch lady smiles when you give her 
the welfare ticket. She doesn’t smile like that at the kids with money. No fumbling 
for change here, nope, express type first- class service all the way. 

I sit with my class at a long table with round orange seats and pipes holding 
it all together. Miss Dowdy is very pretty so I sit at the opposite end of the table from 
er. It’s not like Ihave acrush on the teacher or anything. I just like to keep her from 
looking at me. A teacher can get a broken heart like that. Besides having a teacher 
who liked you would be a drag. 

She told me how they pray together before eating just as I finished the 
alisbury steak with partly frozen gravy. School food is awesome until you have to 
wallow a big chunk in a hurry. I think a person ought to be more considerate than 
to startle a guy when he’s trying to pig-out in peace. 

While she mumbled, I reminded myself to eat slowly so that, I would not end 
up watching all the rest of the kids eat. 

The lunch trays must have come from California because they have the same 
square slots for food and silverware. Besides, if they made them around here I’m 
sure they’d be wooden. 

Eating slowly never works. I was just about done licking the last of the 
applesauce up when Miss. Dowdy, marching like an army guy came over. 

“What are you doing?" she asked. 

I knew she didn’t want to know what I was doing. When they ask you that, 
that way, They want to hear you tell them what it is that you are doing wrong. I 
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This silence seemed to really piss her off. 

“Class ! " She yelled, as if everybody wasn’t already looking. Only I 
looked down. 

“Tell Mr. Skipper what he doesn’t seem to know about manners." When 
she said it, I could tell she was still looking at me. 

“ You’re not supposed to lick your plate, especially at school!” 
“Everyone knows that!” 

“Gross!” 

“Do all people from California eat like dogs?” 

I hate to cry. I'd never been embarrassed before. I was pretty sure I 
wouldn’t cry so I looked up. I was holding it together O.K., well, sort of. I looked 
Miss Dowdy in the eye. She had a kind vulture like look that I hadn’t noticed 
before. Not very pretty. Then I looked down the long row of gloating faces. They 
were waiting for me to cry. 

Hell no! I thought and smiled. 

Then I cried because I was glad they didn’t know about being hungry. 


Danny Skipper 
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Honorable Mention 
EIGHTH GRADE 


All of my life nothing had ever happened exciting. I had 
never been seriously injured, seriously ill, or witnessed anything 
scandalous until the eighth grade. 

As an eighth grader in Greensboro, N.C., my only hope of 
doing anything lively on the weekends was to go to the Depot. The 
Depot was a non-alcoholic club for teenagers. This club contained a 
movie theatre, a dance floor, and video games. One Friday night, I 
went there with Kieta and Kenya, two of my good friends. As I sat 
in the movie theatre, a guy came over to ask me to dance and I 
accepted, of course. This was only the beginning of a nightmare that 
engulfed me for the rest of my life. 

We were on the dance floor getting loose and wild. “Beat It” 
came on and we did the latest dance. In the middle of the song, four 
guys walked up to us. I figured the guys were his friends. What a 
shock I received when the guys surrounded us and one pulled out a 
switchblade the size of a spear as the other guys circled around us. 
The switchblade instantly went into my partner spilling a sea of 
blood from his side onto my clothes and the floor. Nearby, a girl 
screamed at the sight of his blood. The guys that attacked my dance 
partner ran off the dance floor as I yelled for help. 

After a while, someone called the ambulance. As I stood 
stunned over the stabbed young man, I wondered what damage the 
switchblade had done and later found out that my dance partner had 
to receive twenty stitches. He was in the hospital for one week. By 
the time he had recovered, the guys who had stabbed my dance 
partner had been apprehended. I guess my dance partner learned to 
“Beat It” when trouble comes around. 


Yvonne Shoffner 
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